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His bloodied banner crossed his mouth

Where he had kissed her name.
c O east, and west, and north, and south,

Fair flew my web, for shame,
To guide Death's aim ! '

The tints were shredded from his shield

Where he had kissed her face.
e Oh, of all gifts that I could yield,

Death only keeps its place,

My gift and grace I '                                 160

Then stepped a damsel to her side.,

And spoke, and needs must weep :
c For his sake, lady, if he died,

He prayed of thee to keep
This staff and scrip.'

That night they hung above her bed,

Till morning wet with tears.
Year after year above her head

Her bed his token wears,

Five years, ten years.                               170

That night the passion of her grief

Shook them as there they hung.
Each year the wind that shed the leaf

Shook them and in its tongue
A message flung.

And once she woke with a clear mind

That letters -writ to calm
Her soul lay in the scrip ;  to find

Only a torpid balm

And dust of palm.                                    180

They shook far off with palace sport

When joust and dance were rife ;
And the hunt shook them from the court ;

For hers, in peace or strife,
Was a Queen's life.